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the Puybarauds should be in ignorance of the way she had "moved
up" in class during the last few months; should, on the evidence of
a moment's ill-humour, rank her among the ragtag and bobtail
of ordinary church-going females. Just how far Brigitte Pian had
been "promoted" it was not for her, conscious of the need for
humility, to say, but she would gladly have climbed all the way
upstairs again to the Puybarauds' rooms just to remind them that
even great saints have sometimes been the victims of bad temper.
Was she a saint? She was making great efforts to be one, and, at
each step forward, fought hard to hold the ground that she had
gained. No one had ever told her that the closer a man gets to
sanctity the more conscious does he become of his own worthless-
ness, his own nothingness, and gives to God, not from a sense of
duty, but because the evidence is overwhelming, all credit for the
few good activities with which Grace has endowed him. Brigitte
Pian pursued an opposite course, finding each day ever stronger
reasons for thanking her Creator that He had made of her so ad-
mirable a person. There had been a time when she was worried by
the spiritual aridity which marked her relations with her God: but
since then she had read somewhere that it is as a rule the beginners on
whom the tangible marks of Grace are showered, since it is only in
that way that they can be extricated from the slough of this world
and set upon the right path. The kind of insensitiveness which
afflicted her was, she gathered, a sign that she had long ago emerged
from those lower regions of the spiritual life where fervour is usually
suspect. In this way her frigid soul was led on to glory in its own
lack of warmth. It did not occur to her that never, for a single
moment, even in the earliest stages of her search for perfection,
had she felt any emotion which could be said to have borne the
faintest resemblance to love: that she had never approached her
Master save with the object of calling His attention to her own re-
markably rapid progress along the Way, and suggesting that He
give special heed to her singular merits.

Nevertheless, here, on the pavement between the Rue de Mirail
and the Cours de Tlntendance, as she made her way up the Rue
Duffour-Dubergier and the Rue Vital-Carles, all blanketed in their